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SEE CENTRE- |’ they will but. think of it, 
PAGE CARTQON. the earnest people who 

oppose child labor will see at 
once that the greatest obstacle in their path is the 
fact that there is no likelihood of the supply of 
children giving out. It is only too true that 
long hours in a mill or a canning factory may 
start a child worker on the road to premature 
death, but it is also true that as soon as one 
child drops by the wayside there is another and 
yet another, not necessarily 
ready, but forced through 
necessity, to take the first 
one’s place. It is not so with 
lesser creatures, with lobsters 
or with trout, for example, for 
trout and lobsters are good 
to eat, and experience has 
taught that strict laws are 
necessary, laws rigidly en- 
forced, if the supplies are not 
to be diminished by human 
greed. Young lobsters and 
young trout are protected. 
They are protected because 
they tickle the palate, and the 
top layer of mankind would 
consider it a dire calamity if 
anything should happen to 
destroy them. They are safe- 
guarded by men who are paid 
to watch over them, they are 
pampered, almest petted; in 
fish-hatcheries their surround- 
ings are in the highest degree 
sanitary and scientific; their 
security is complete; free of 
responsibility and remote from 
danger, they are encouraged 
to grow up into sturdy, active 
fishhood; and all because 
they are good to eat, and the 
supply, with careless or stupid 
handling, might easily become 
exhausted. Shall only such 
young things as are good to 
eat be safeguarded from ex- 
ploiters? Isthere nota chance 
that some day the child shall 
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be as important and as worth conserving as the 
trout, the lobster, the terrapin, or the tree? Must 
we wait for the supply to show signs of exhaustion 
before the same care and protection which fish 
and game now enjoy are offered to human beings ? 
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When the nation’s greatest financiers pooh- 
pooh to the contrary, what humble citi- 
zen dare intimate, even in private conver- 
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sation, that there is a Money Trust? It was 
doubtless a mere coincidence that at the very 
time the financiers were telling the Puyo Com- 
mittee that all talk of a Money Trust was non- 
sense, the city of New York was preparing to 
sell $170,000,000 worth of five per cent. 
Subway bonds, for 93% at a private sale. 
Naturally it may be assumed that the city of 
New York would prefer to sell its Subway 
bonds nearer par if it could. And the fact 
that the city was willing to 
take 93% for the lot at a 
private sale makes perfectly 
natural the assumption that 
the authorities saw no chance 
of getting .a better price 
through competition. In 
other words, the city could 
not do any better and knew 











’S NO SICH A PERSON!” 


it. The bid of 93% was 
made. New York might take 
it or leave it. In ordinary 
lines of business it is not cus- 
tomary to take less than your 
price for what you have to 
sell until you have tried the 
open market, and found that 
nobody there will give you any 
more. -The fact that New 
York did not try the open 
market for its Subway bonds 
is suggestive of the thought 
that there zs no open market 
for a bond issue of any con- 
siderable size. Long ago, 
long before the Puyo Com- 
mittee convened in notorious 
session, Mr. SAMUEL UNTER- 
MYER made just that state- 
ment. Perhaps there isn’t any 
Money Trust, but you can’t 
prove it by New York City. 
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GOVERNOR SULZER envies the 
man who stood between 
the Devil and the deep sea. 
SULZER stands between 
Hearst and Murpny. 
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CONFESSIONS OF A HOUSEKEEPER. 


8 AM. 
SWEETHEART! Must you leave at eight? These partings hurt me so! 
Now, just for once, please do be late —/ will not let you go! 





9 A.M. 
I’ve brooded here almost an hour on you, O husband mine! 
It’s wrong that love should have such power— Good Lord! 
it ’s striking nine. 


10 A.M, 
I’ve washed the dishes—what a bore—my work is never done; 
When every finger ’s cut and sore it ceases to be fun. 


11 A.M. 
This flat is gloomy as the grave! Why can’t a man play fair? 
He’seems to think I like to slave—conceited chanticleer! 


12 NOON. 
If [had known what I know now, I would have married Jim; 
Ye gods and little fishes! How I might have splurged with him! 


1 P.M. 
I hate this soapsuds, grease, and grime; my dreams are stifled here: 
I"ll change it! By the gods! There’s time to carve my own career. 
2 P.M. 
Why, John is just one phase of life I’ve finished with. I’m sure 
I’ve too much brains to be a wife: I'll teach—uplift the poor. 


3 P.M. 
I know my mind: I must be free. I’ve packed some half-worn stuff; 
For doing slum work it will be entirely good enough. 





4 P.M. 
The question is: Where first to go? There's nothing safer than JUST THE THING. 
To go and see this picture-show and make some sort of plan. A! 
HusBAND. — By Jove, I want something exciting to read; some- 
5 P.M. thing really blood-curdling 
That hero made my throat feel tight, (poor chap was just John’s size!) HELPFUL WiFe.—Here is my dressmaker’s bili, dearest! 
Sometimes, when John can’t sleep at night, that look is in bis eyes. 
6 P.M. 
I think Ill run back home awhile, somehow I’m all upset; MEN MAY COME AND MEN MAY GO. 
That hero's bitter dying smile I simply can’t forget. “| SEE,” said the small boy who wore spectacles, “that Zhe Daily Blatter 
7 P.M. has been sold, and that under its new ownership it will be greatly 
He’s on the stairs!' He’s near the top! What makes his face so wan? changed and improved in make-up and contents.” 
Poor lamb, he’s tired enough to drop! O John, dear—John! Jobn!! JOHN!!! “Yes,” assented his pessimistic pro- 


Jane Burr. genitor, “quite so. But if you take a 
look at the Blatter 3.650 
days from now you'll ob- 
serve that any political rally 
held by the party which 
the Blatter boosts will con- 
tinue to exhibit the phe- 
nomenon of being larger 
and more enthusiastic than 
the political rally of any 
other party; vou will also 
observe that anything pop- 
ular that has been done 
was done because the B/at- 
fer recommended its doing; 
also if, on that date, a com- 
mittee of anybody is examin- CINCH. 
ing anything you will notice 
that the headline writer of the NT 
. ** Does he belave in arbitration ?' 
Blatter will always get the “He does!” 
word ‘probe’ into the head- “I kin!” 
lines; incidentally, if anybody 
has started to probe the methods of some department-store 
you will find as many inches of it in the Blatter as there are 
hens’-teeth in a spring pullet; and speaking of advertising, it 
will be like meeting old friends to come continually upon the 
fact that articles which were $4.73 were now marked down 
: to $2.19; the editorials will continue to seem to be written by 
— oo Se x = eS - Wir aman 45 feet high wearing a number 832 hat; when George 
an ay Domes N 5 SS: SS“ B. Johnson kicks his wife downstairs the reporters, even as 
eo. _ areal SSS ‘to-day, will print the name George B. Johnston (who will 
turn out to be the Methodist minister on the corner, and who 
THE FUTURE AND THE PAST. will write an indignant protest which will be printed at the bottom 
of column 5. page 17); finally, if a boxing-match has been arranged 
between two professional stallers, the sporting-page will say: ‘Experts 
agree that the match will not go the full ten rounds.’ ‘They may get 
some new type, but all in all I guess you'll be able to recognize the 
Blatter in 1932 without any eye-glasses.” Horatio Winslow. 











BENEVOLENT OLD Lapy.—What is your son doing now? 

AUNTIE WASHINGTON.—Him? Oh, jest talkin’ about what he’s 
gwine ter do. 

B. O. L.—But your husband—what is 4e doing? 

A. W.—Him? Oh, he’s jest talkin’ about what he’s done! 





n olden times a strong arm was necessary to the dictator, but nowadays he 
often finds shorthand more effective. 
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HERE were a number of customers in Cowerby’s Corner Drug-Store 
when Mr. Henry Fillibrown came in. Joel Cowerby, the proprietor, 
was hopping about electrically, trying to do three or four things at once, 

and persistently getting in his own way, as a man must when attempting 

the impossible. 

‘*I should think you ’d need help, Joel,’”” commented Mr. Fillibrown, 

‘*now that your business has got to be so brisk.” 

Joel Cowerby paused as he was pouring from a bottle labeled ‘‘Tinct. Rhub.” 
and gave the newcomer a nod of recognition, but he said, rather hastily: ‘‘ Busi- 
ness isn’t what it looks to be at its rash times, Henry. Most of the day I’m 
not busy; and then you never can tell what these young clerks are going to do. 
I read in the paper just the other day that a clerk over to Riverton give a woman 
proosic acid instead of cough balsam, and if there hadn’t been a stomach-pump 
handy she would n’t have coughed no more in this world. You can’t trust ’em, 
these young fellers.”’ 

Two women, waiting for their turn to be served. gave Joel earnest and thank- 
ful glances as he spoke. They said with their eyes that it was a great boon to 
know that no fresh young clerk was present in Cowerby’s store to 
give them poison. 

Mr. Fillibrown leaned against the counter and played with 
the scales while Joel was busy with the other customers. Mr. 
Fillibrown was a man of great reputation for integrity and stern 
morality in the town. He was tall, wore the most respectable 
burnsides imaginable, and-if the color-scheme of his nose and 
cheeks inclined toward a reddish-blue harmony, certainly nobody 
attributed it to anything except full-bloodedness. He was known 
far and wide as a man who had no patience with sin in any 
‘‘way, form, or manner,” and the particular form of sin which 
he abhorred was that of over-indulgence, and the especial target 
of his wrath in the matter of over-indulgence was the abuse of 
spirituous liquors. 

When the last customer except Mr. Fillibrown had been 
served and had departed, Joel reached over to Henry and shook 
his hand. ‘‘Just come in for a little chat, Henry?’’ asked the 
proprietor, ‘‘or is there anything I can do for you?” 

‘*Well, Joel,” replied Mr. Fillibrown, ‘‘what I was going to say was 
He had got so far when the door opened and a lad came in. ‘‘Five cents’ worth 
of stick licorice, Mr. Cowerby,” ordered the boy. 

‘*What I was going to say, Joel,” continued Mr. Fillibrown, ‘‘is that we 
ought to be thankful that our little town has no liquor license. See the towns 
around here that have been seduced by the Demon—as you might say—and then 
compare them with ours. I tell you, it makes my heart beat with pride to walk along 
our main street, after getting home from one of the big cities, and to notice that 
there is nary a saloon to disgrace our little neighborhood. “Sonny,” he added, 
turning to the boy who had bought the licorice, ‘‘have you signed the pledge?” 

“Yep,” said the boy. ‘‘Had to. Teacher said if we didn’t we'd have to 
stay after school every night for a month.” 

‘*Good,” said Mr. Fillibrown, patting the youngster on the head. ‘‘ You will 
never be sorry for it.” 

When the lad had gone Joel Cowerby looked at Henry expectantly. That 
gentleman coughed and said: ‘‘ What I was going to say, Joel és 

The door opened, and a woman entered. ‘‘ Fill this bottle, please, Mr. 
Cowerby,” she said, holding out a phial. ‘‘John’s very low again. He was 
took suddenly this afternoon.” 

‘*Sorry to hear that,’”’ said the drug-store proprietor. 

**So am I,” added Mr. Fillibrown. ‘‘I was just saying, as you came in, 
Mrs. Finney, how little sickness we have in our midst. Of course, there’s this 
kind of sickness and that kind of sickness, but I dare say that most of the sickness, 
except accidents, is due in one way or another to strong drink.” Seeing that 
the woman was on the point of bursting out angrily, Mr. Fillibrown hastily 
added: ‘‘ Thank heaven, Mrs. Finney, that isn’t true in your family. A harder- 
working, more respectable man than John doesn’t live. I was just saying to Joel 
(was n’t I Joel?) that the thing that will pull John through is that he has n’t 
undermined his constitution with the stuff that when put into the mouth steals 
away the brains, as you might say. I trust your little ones have taken the pledge, 
Mrs. Finney?” 
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** Sonny, have you signed 
the piedge?™' 





TO 







Il.— WHAT HE WAS GOING TO SAY. 


She bridled, and her eyes glowed 
Why, my son George 


The woman’s expression had changed, 
with pleasure. ‘‘They certainly have, Mr. Fillibrown. 
signed before he could write. 

‘*Good!”’ said Mr. Fillibrown, rubbing his hands 
see the young folks so anxious to throw themselves on the right side. 
regret it, Mrs. Finney. Good-night!” 

The door slammed, and Mr. Cowerby again looked toward his companion. 


We held the pencil for him.” 
‘It’s a great joy to 
He won’t 


‘* Well, Joel,’’ said Mr. Fillibrown, ‘‘what I was going to Say, when I was inter- 


” 


rupted those times, was 





Again the door opened. This time a man, rather seedy-looking, came in. He 
regarded Mr. Fillibrown sheepishly, mumbled something about the fine weather 
they were having, saluted Mr. Cowerby, and then leaned idly against the counter 
as though there was something on his mind to which he could not give voice. Mr. 
Cowerby, seeming to sense the delicacy of the situation, asked him no questions 
There was a long silence. Finally Mr. Fillibrawn asked graciously: ‘‘How you 
getting along, Peter?” ; 

‘*Pretty well,”’ was the answer. ‘‘ Pretty well.” 

There was another silence. Then Mr. Fillibrown continued: ‘Peter, ‘I’m 
sorry to say that I’ve heard some very sad news about you lately. I 
don’t want to stick my nose into other people’s affairs, but I ’ve been 

grieved to hear that you have been going over to Mill City 
pretty frequently, and coming home in the last car in a condition 
that does n’t do you any credit.” 
He frowned deeply as he said this, and Peter shifted uneasily 
from one foot to the other. Then the culprit said: ‘‘I’ve got 
my weakness.” 
‘We all 


Brace up, 


**Conquer your weakness,” replied Mr. Fillibrown. 
have our crosses. 
Peter.” 

‘“*T ain’t well,”’ replied Peter. ‘You know that, Mr. Filli- 
brown. I haven’t seen a well day since I caught that pneumony 
parading last election. I get so all run down that it seems as 

though I could n’t stand it any longer unless I took something. 
I don’t see why you should jump on me like this, Mr. Fillibrown.” 
‘*I don’t want to jump on you, Peter,” was the reply. ‘‘ Dis- 
sipation is one thing, and sickness is another. I didn’t hnow you were so 
poorly, Peter. If it’s a matter of medical treatment I haven’t got but one thing 
more to say, which is this: Why do you go over to Mill City, amongst those 
dens of iniquity? 


We all have to conquer ourselves. 


It ain’t right for you to earn money in one town and spend 
it in another. That ain’t according to business. What I mean is, Why don’t you 
deal with Joel?” 

Peter’s face brightened. ‘‘You’re right, Mr. Fillibrown,” he replied. ‘I'll 
trade with Joef after this. Can you let me have a pint, Mr. Cowerby?” 

Mr. Cowerby put on his most professional air. ‘‘You’re sur2 you don’t feel 
well, Peter. Remember, I can’t dispense strong liquors unless in case of urgent 
need or on prescription.” 

Peter threw open his shirt-collar and showed a scar, 
Cowerby.”’ 

He did not add, nor did Mr. Cowerby remark that he knew, that the scar 
had been on Peter’s neck since he was ten years old and had got it by running 
against a barb-wire fence while stealing apples. 

‘*Sho, Peter, that’s bad!” said Mr. Cowerby. 
a bottle with you?” 


‘Look at that, Mr. 


“Got 

When Peter was gone the proprietor looked once 
more expectantly at Mr. Fillibrown. 

‘I was going to say, when we were interrupted,” 
said Henry, ‘‘that I ain’t feeling so peart lately myself. 
What would you suggest?’’ Nor was there the slightest 
suggestion of a profane wink on his part. 

Mr. Cowerby looked outside to see if anyone was 
approaching. 

“T’ve got 
yesterday, Henry. 


some ‘Old Stock’—just came in 
Come in behind and sample it. 


If you like it, take home a little with my compliments. 





That was a good lecture you gave Peter, and I appre- 
ciate them things.’ Freeman Tilden, 


* Look at that, Mr. 
Cowerbv.:’ 











Pe sea Se THE WISE ONE. 


H*? was old J. J.—hard as nails. Nobody ever 
got the best of him in a money deal 

“ Now, John,” they said, when he was a boy back 

in Indiana, “we're going to play a little poker to. 
night. How’d you like to sit in and learn the 
game?” 

At 4 A.M. the 
next morning 
when John got 
up from that 
-table he carried 
away with him 
$45.65, once the 
pocket-money of 
his fellow-repro- 
bates. John took 
the first train for 
Chicago. 

“This is Mr. 
Jones of Posey 

ia County, isn’t it?” 
POWER OF MUSIC. . | inquired the well- 
. 2 dressed young man in 
the hotel. “The 
Mayor told me to look 
you up. He thought you 
might be interested in seeing an ex- 
plosion that just took place in one of 
our new tunnels.” 
BALLADE OF THE IDLE POOR. John Jones went with the gaily 
appareled youth, Was hesand-bagged ? 
He was not. Instead, when the young 
man reached for his blackjack, John 
first poulticed him with a brick, and 
then lifted $250 from his inside pocket. 
With this capital John started in 
the real-estate business. His friendly 
rivals, to clear the field, steered him up 
against Old Muggins, the fox of the real- 
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THE ENTHUSIAST. — That is 
ce the ‘‘Spring Song.”’ Can’t you 
= feel it? 
THE PHILISTINE.— You bet! You can almost see the boys knocking flies 





and booting grounders on some little Southern jay-town diamond, can’t you? 


SEEK a maiden millionaire: 
She must be ‘charming — not too old, 
With temperament and golden hair ; 
(It is n’t that I crave the gold)— 
To lure of riches I am cold— 
No! No! Not that, you may be sure! 
I am not rash, I am not bold, 
I'm simply tired of being poor! 








What use have I for social glare, So, if you find a maiden fair, estate game. In four weeks John trim- 

Or yachts and autos manifold? More wealthy than has been foretold, med Muggins to the tune of $100,000. 

For opera, jewels, I don’t care. Her father some the worse for wear He went to New York on a fast 

It is n’t that I crave the gold, It is n’t that I crave the gold. train, and ten years later when he re- 

The idle rich I will uphold; By such an one I'd be consoled, tired he had such a strangle-hold on 

From Socialism I’m immure— (With rights of primogeniture )—- Wall Street that every time he came in 

No such ideas of life | hold, Detain her, till my arms enfold— the Stock Exchange by the door J. P. 

I’m simply tired of being poor. I’m simply tired of being poor! Gorgan exited by the fire - escape. 
Tough was J. J.—tough as hickory. 

O Prince, my trouble ’s quickly told, But did he pay the Reverend 

It isn’t that I crave the gold; Eusebius Winkle $10,000, for a notable 

I want an heiress, quite secure— and gratifying genealogy of ancestors 

I’m simply tired of being poor! (hand-forged in Harlem)? And did 

Kenneth F. H. Underwood. he check-write Count Carlo de Banditti 


$125,000 for a magnificent Italian Old 
Master (painted in 1911 in a genuine 
Roman cellar)? And did he turn 
over to the Biblioboobs Society, Inc., 
$1,235.400 for an edition de luxe of 
all the Campaign Speeches ever de- 
livered in America? Did he? Does 
fireburn? Doesaduck swim? Does 
the prime luminary of the heavens, the 
fabled chariot of Phzton, get on the 
job every morning in the east? Did he? 
Wild horses could n’t have kept him 
from it! Horatio Winslow. 








SOLVENT. 


© Rigecene man found himself in the 
possession of $11,000,000. But he 
did not lose his head. On the contrary. _— 
“TI will pay only so much for a car,” can’t walk. Her corset so 

he firmly declared, “as will leave of the 
$11,000,000 a sum sufficient, if prudently 
invésted in the funds, to defray the cost of having the thing around.” 
And though in that resolution he paid so little for a car that his wife 
would scarcely speak to him, his sense of financial solvency was his 


MODERN WOMAN. 


Her hat so low she can’t 


Her gown so tight she 


long she can't sit down, 





CANDLEMAS DAY. ample reward. 
THE PuG.— That settles it, Heinrich. Six more weeks of winter! 
Tue Dacus.— How did you know alretty? E he words of a man’s mouth tell no more of the meditations of his heart 
THE PuG,— Don't you see the ground-hog’s shadow! than the voice of a dinner-bell tells about the quality of the dinner. 











TRYING HARD TO MAKE GOOD. 


DAILY INVESTIGATION NOTE. 


T this point Mr. Crackem Andloot, the 
well-known Second-Story Worker, 
was Called to the stand. 

“You admit, do you not,” began 

Mr. Untermyer, “that such things as Burglars’ 
Tools exist?” 

“I dunno what you mean,” said the witness. 

Q.—I mean those tools used to force an 
illegal entrance into private residences, safes, 
and so on. 

A.—Well, I ain’t sayin’ I,ain’t heard of ’em. 

Q.—Do you own any such tools yourself ? 

A.—I dop’t remember. 
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BECAUSE HE HAD TO HOOK 
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Q.—Have you ever heard of anyone owning 
such tools? 

A.—One or two. 

Q.—Do you think the public welfare is best 
served by leaving such dangerous tools in the 
hands of a few individuals? 

A.—Oh, it’s all lovely so long as them that ’s 
usin’ ’em is good men. 

Q.—But these so-called Burglars’ Tools might 
fall into the hands of bad men. 

A.—Nix, nix! That ain’t possible. 

Q.—Not possible? Why is it not possible ? 

A.—Don’t you see? They ain’t nobody got 
them tools but the lads that’s in the know, 
see? The wise boys—the ginks that’s all 
there. And they. wouldn’t let nobody have 
the tools that wasn’t right. That’s how it 
works. D’ y’ get me? 

There was a murmur of applause from the 
spectators as Mr. Crackem Andloot, who had 
won many friends by his frankness, left the 
witness: stand. 


ADVICE TO THE YOUNG. 


pac was instructing his class of young 
criminals. 

“« Always use good sense at the start of your 
career,” he said. ‘There’s no use of a talented 
young feller spendin’ years learnin’ the art of 
second-story workin’, and then locatin’ in a 
town where everybody builds these one-story 
Spanish bungalows.” 














A DAINTY MORSEL. 


THE Pup.—Gee! If that meat would only 


fall off the hook right now I’d be happy! 
r you want a thing well done, do it yourseif; 


had Noah entrusted the Ark to a contractor 
he might have got wet. 
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"EM UP? 


“And Solomon had seven hundred wives, princesses, and three hundred concubines: and his wives turned 


away his heart.”—I KINGs XI, 3. 











Wiitb the Beef-Trusters 


OU 'VE got to hand it to Billy Watson! Why pay two dollars at a Broadway box-office 
ay for the privilege of looking over a lot of little half-portion beauties when for fifty 
cents you can see a whole ton of feminine loveliness at Miner's? Surely, if quantity has 
anything to do with it, Billy Watson's Beef-Trust Beauties give you your money's worth and 


a little bit more besides. 


“*Krausmeyer’s Alley,’’ which is a regular burlesque, and not a cheap attempt at musical 
comedy, has to do with one Xrausmeyer and his neighbor Grogan. 
cats and bricks and a flight of steps which flatten out when Grogan comes down help along 
Mrs. Krausmeyer does not appear in the 

The Beef-Trust Beauties are down on 
the program as “‘ Kitty’s friends from the Seminary," and answer a fire-alarm dressed—or 
Personally we would like to havea look in at that seminary. Billy 
Watson, who plays Xrausmeyer, gets his comedy over as very few comedians in or out of 
He understands his audiences thoroughly and hands them what 


the action whenever the chorus are changing. 
opening, being ‘‘asleep in the sink wid a bun on.”’ 


undressed—as firemen. 


burlesque are able to do. 
they want. 


RALLY ’ROUND THE BARREL! 














RINCIPLES are everything! We 
can never make peace with the 
other two parties!” thundered 
the Progressives after the cam- 
paign of 1912. 

“Same here!” 

Democrats. 

“Ditto on this side,” piped 
the old-line Republicans. 

“But,” ventured the Shrewd Observer, “if 
you keep on fighting each other like this the 
Socialists will get all the offices.” 

There was a hasty conference. It ended with 
a sheathing of swords. 

“Tt is true,” said the late antagonists as they 
mitted each other with the warm clasp of good- 
fellowship, “it is true that a party without princi- 
ples is absurd, but a party without offices is im- 
possible. Hurray for the Non-partisan Ticket!” 


roared the 








os contempt has saved a good many broken 
heads on the part of the contemptuous. 


W's it comes to filling an aching void there 
is no one to be compared with the dentist. 


HERE AND THERE IN THEATRE-LANMD. 
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from Country-Store Night at Miner's in the Bronx. 


A big supply of dead 





ANOTHER DIFFERENCE. 


HE biscuits mother used to make, 
Their praise no tongue can utter; 
And yet she made no extra charge 
For serving bread and butter. 


* 
THE JAIL WIDOW. 


re TANNER labored making skates along 

with other sweating men, till payday 
brought himself and mates their weekly dollars, 
two and ten. ‘Tom sank his money in his jeans 
and homeward started on his way, but stopped 
to buv some beef and beans and buns and beer, 
and spent his pay. From beer he switched to 
rum and gin, and when he’d blown his last red 
cent a husky copper ran him in, and up for 
thirty days he went. Now, Tom was comfort: 
able in jail; he got his grub three times a day, 
a place to sleep, he didn’t wail; he had no 
cause to miss his pay. Meanwhile, his wife 
and three young kids, because she could n’t 
pay the rent, the landlord loaded on the skids, 
and out into the street ¢Aey went. While Tom 
was resting in the coop his wife had hungry 
mouths to fill, the grocer made her loop the 








| >ged man has his price, but it ts usually so much 
that most men newer sell out. 


piir of skates, a garbage-pail, and an azalea in tow, 
moving-vans have missed out on a job. 


couple should n't be able to furnish a flat after a brace of visits to Miner's. 


made good with a doll and six packages of macaroni 
safety-razor and Leon Fritz the hat from Mme. Bertha—what then? 

disappointed little Hazel might be with the galvanize:i-iron tub-covers! 
trip up to Miner’s Bronx on Country-Store Night yourself. 


on Country-Store Wigbt. 


Have you ever been to a burlesque on Country-Store Night? 
couple coming down town on the Elevated with a canary, a fish-aquarium, a washboard, a 


The next time you seca 


hunch that the 
It's only Mr. and Mrs. Theatre-goer returning 


don't get the 


There is no reason why an enterprising 
According to 


our program, which gave a list of the lucky ones of the week before, Annie Reilly drew an 
imported hat from Mme. Bertha and a pair of galvanized.iron tub-covers and two quarts 
of Horton's ice-cream, while Leon Fritz got an Ever-Ready Razor and little Hazel Farb 


Only—suppose Annie Reilly got the 
And think how 

Better make a 
It’s your one chance to break 


even on the high cost of living—or the cost of high living—which ever your case may 
be. And here's hoping you strike a show like “ Billy Watson's Beef-Trust.” HW’. F 


Fill 


loop because she could n’t pay the bill. Of 
course it was a heinous crime and one that 
called for punishment; so, while Tom did his 
bid of time, woe fell upon the innocent. ‘Thus 
were the ends of justice served, oh, bitter irony 
of life! Tom from the path of virtue swerved, 
so Fate took vengeance on his wife. 
Hi. P. Dowst. 





A DRY BATTERY. 


more than he ts worth 











THE PUCK PRESS. 


GOVERNMENT CARE VERS 


The Government protects young fish, young oysters, young terrapia, yo 
solicitude was shown for young human beings? They 
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RE VERSUS GOVERNMENT. NEGLECT. 
the same 


g terrapin, young lobsters, young beef, and young trees. Is it not about time 


ngs? hey are more important than trout, or lobsters, or even forests. 
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{By JAMES BARTON ADAMS. 


1. 

PREACHER that blowed in on us at Desolation Crick 

Used ile that would n’t feed the flame on the salvation wick ; 
An old. dried up, back-number saint that somehow seemed to lack 
The power to keep the mouldy moss from sproutin’ on his back. 
He seemed to us as bein’ of the Rip Van Winkle kind i 
’T ‘d bin asleep fur fifty years, an’ fell that fur behind Bu eH Hi Ny 
An’ never had the nerve to try to do some ketchin’ on oN > 
To modern ways an’ modern things ’t ‘d come since he’d bin gone. 
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It. 
He preached about the wrath o° God that we would bump agin 
Unless we hit the Christian pike an’ quit the trail o’ sin, 
An’ ’bout the burnin’ fiery lake in which we ‘d take a bath 
Unless we made a effort to escape that righteous wrath. 
He howled about the gnashin’ teeth, the wailin’s 0° distress, 
Of them that wore the robes in life of black onrighteousness, 
An’ hammered at the Bible with his fists shet up as tight 
As it he was a-trainin’ fur a knockout finish fight. 









Iv. 
He said the day o’ reckonin’ was gittin’ mighty near, 
A day ‘t’d fill our sinful souls with highest grade o’ fear, 
An’ when we reached the judgment-seat we’d weep.an’ we would mourn 


He findeth 
another FLOCK 











He said he was a shepherd o’ ee an’ he was there An’ wish we'd sought salvation whilst the lamp held out to burn. 
To lead the Desolation flock to pastures green an’ fair We sot an’ listened to him roar, as border Christians should, 
To snatch our feet from mire an’ clay an’ place ’em on a rock, But got no dust into om eyes from a-sawin’ wood; 
An’ he hoped that he would find in us a meek, obejient flock. Se SFO REE Se SHEET DONE OES EN OE 
That sich a preacher -was n't in the modern preachin’ class. 


He’d bin a shepherd fur lost sheep, he said, fur many years, 
Had labored in a-many a field in this dark vale o’ tears, 








An’ tol’ us that he hoped an’ prayed that when his work was through 
He ’d leave us on the proper trail that led to pastures new. 


BS 


HIS INTEREST. 


T is estimated that not more than half the children born survive 


their fifth year.” 
“That ’s terrible, and something should be done about 
it,” replied the mill-owner. “When those children got to bea 


couple of years older they ’d be ready to go to work.” 


THE REFORMERS. 


iy order to prevent people from going wrong,” they said, “we must 

stop their eyes so that they cannot see wrong things, and we must 
stop up their ears so that thev cannot hear wrong words, and we must 
tie up their legs and arms so that they cannot in any way get to places 


of wrongdoing.” 
All those who opposed this method of making people good were 


considered bad, bad boys. 


Vv. 
The church bell rung next Sunday. but had no invitin’ sound, 
Might just as well have called to raise the dead out o’ the ground, 
Fur not a wushiper appeared within the house 0’ God— 
No fresh tracks marked the churchward path that we so long had trod. 
He left the Crick next mornin’, an’ in shakin’ of our fins 
He said he left us to our fate a-wall’rin’ in our sins; 
An’ next we heerd o’ him he’d camped down on the Unaweep 
Where ol’ Bill Blake had given him a job o° herdin’ sheep! 





“THE UPLIFT MOVEMENT.” 
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You can juggle 


with the Jottles but 
not with the contents 





of the wonderful 


PROTE ae | 


BOTTLE _ 


Perfected to protect 
Johnnie Walker Whisky 



















“THE PATENT THAT PROTECTS 
THE PUBLIC AND THE PURVEYOR” 








We do not make unqualified use 
of the description “‘non-refillable” 
—but the possibility of anything 
being put back into this bottle 
is so remote as to afford ample 
protection for the man who wants 
to know exactly what he is get- 
ting, and for the dealer or house- 
servant to escape all suspicion, 


Guaranteed same quality 
throughout the world. 


Born 1820— 
Still going 
strong. 


RED Label “9jit5" 
BLACK Label 2302/2535" 


To safeguard these ages, the policy of the distillers for the future is ———= 
the same as their policy of the past. First and foremost to see that »— 
the margin of stocks over sales is always large enough to maintain 
the unique quality. ee 


HOW TO POUR 


Tilt the bottle quickly nearly upside down. If the Whisky does not flow freely, give the bottle a slight shake 
to set the valve in motion. 

If you have any difficulty in obtaining Johnnie Walker Whisky in the new “‘ Protective" Bottle, send us a postal 
card with the name of your dealer, and we will see that you are supplied. Address: 


WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, Agents, 1158 Broapway, New York. 


~~ 































































Pears 


cleanses’ thoroughly, 
soothing and freshening 
the skin. 

Pears’ is pure soap of 


gentle character. 


Sold everywhere. 





Op Times AND New. 
KnIcKer.—In the winter time we 
used to break the ice in the pitcher to 
wash in the morning. 
Bocker.— Now we have to break 
the janitor’s head.— Zhe Sun. 








The Man Who Put the 
EEsin FEET 


Look for This Trade-Mark Pic- 
ture on the Label when buying 


ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 


Za The Antiseptic Powder for Ten- 

Trade- Mark. der,-Aching Feet. Sold every- 

where, 25c. Sample FREE. Address, 
s. ‘OLMSTED, Le 








Roy, N. Y¥. 








OUT TO-DAY!: 





Puck’s Monthly 
Magazine 


FEBRUARY 


Brimful of Fun from Cover to Cover 





Over Seventy Illustrations 

—-— by the ————— 

BEST COMIC ARTISTS 
Price Ten Cents per Copy 


All newsdealers, or by mail from the 
publishers on receipt of price 


Address PUCK, NEW YORK 





OUT TO-DAY! 














TRAVELER.—Shall I have time to get a drink? 

GUARD.—Yes, sir. 

TRAVELER.—Can you give me a guarantee that the train won’t start ? 
Guarp.—Yes, I'll take one with you !—Zondon Opinion. 





The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts, in 
stamps, CO. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md, 








“A HORSE TRAINER,” Says a racing man, “should be prepared to meet | 
| every contingency and every emergency. He should be like the young lady | 
| who said. ‘I don’t intend to be married till I’m over twenty-three, and I don’t | 
intend, either, to be over twenty-three till I’m married.’”—Z xchange. 





NEXT PRESIDENT! 





OUR 


























DoInG THE ABBEY. 

Two Americans approached West- 
minster Abbey in London. 

“What’s that?” asked one. 

“Westminster Abbey.” 

“Have we got to see it?” 

“Sure!” 

“Well, you go inside and I’ll go 
round the outside, and we can be done 
with it in three minutes.” —Saturday 
Evening Post. 


Tue First Strep. 
“Well, young man, ready to go 
back to college?” 
“Vep.” 
“What important subjects will you 
take up this term?” 


“The first thing is the matter of the © 


forward pass.”— Washington Herald. 


“SHALL we mention the fact that Sir 
Thomas Lipton is in trade?” asked the 
reporter. 

“Oh dear, no!” replied the society 
editor. “In mentioning Sir Thomas 
Lipton always remember that the tea 
is silent.”— Boston Transcript. 


Plain Facts 
about 
Champagne 
Can the cus- 
toms officers & 
impart life, 
bouquet, flavor 
toa wine? Can a trans- 
atlantic steamship 
freight department im- 
prove the purity ‘3 
deliciousness 

champagne? 
If so, by all means pay 
$2.00 for your cham- 
pagne—of which Uncle 
Sam gets 60c for duty 
and a steamship com- 
pany 40c for freight. 
But if not—buy Cook's 
Imperial and get the 
best of champagnes, all 
of whose cost goes into 
quality. 

Sold Everywhere and Served Everywhere 

American Wine Co, _St. Louis, Mo. 











EXACTLy. 


Hoax.—I thought you said he was 
a Settlement worker? 

Joax.—He is. 

Hoax.—Why, he tells me he’s a 
bill collector. 

Joax.—Well ? —Phila. Record. 








PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


Att patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like 

picture, which has been pronounced by competent 
critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the Presi- 
dent elect. 











Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 





You like to HUNT and FISH 


g You like to go 
en CAMPING— 


then surely ~~ will enjoy 
the National Sportsman 
mayazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated ¢s, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stor- 
fes and valuable information 























Pp 
to go for fish and game, and 
a thousand and one valu- 
able “How to” hints for 


Sporteman is just like a 
big camp fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel- 
lowe gather once a month and 
yo Stirring yarns eo their 
with rod, dog, rifle 

on3 un. Think of it, twelve 
_ to the woods for 








rou 
& $1.00 bill 
SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 


just to show you what it ’s 
ec, we will you the 
National Sportaman 
magazine for three months 
and your choice of a 
handsome National 


——, Scarf Pin, 
or a Watch Fob, 
as here shown, on 
receipt of ose in 
stamps or ¢ 


tote g re 
B 














National Sporteman Magazine, 78 Federal St., Boston. 
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Opsvious. 


$92.50 ur Price “My husband has deserted me and 
for Next 30 Days! want a warrant,” announced the 


We now offer the Edwards “Steeleote” Garage | large lady. n 
(1918 Model), direct-from-factory, for $92.50. Butto| ‘What reason did he have for 
protect ourselves from advancing prices of steel, we set : ” : 
a time limit upon the i We guarantee this record deserting you? asked the prosecutor. 
er days only. Just now we can save you $35 or “I don’t want any lip from you, I 
Edwards Fireproof GARAGE want a warrant. I don’t know what 
Quickly Set Up Any Place reason he had.” 
An artistic, fireproof steel structure*for private use. 
Gives —— protection from sneak prt joy aon 
fire, tning, ideats, carel etc... Saves $20 to/| ..; 4 -_ 
$50 monthly in garage rent. Saves time, work, worry and said the official feebly, as he proceeded 
trouble. Comes ytosetup. All parts cut and fitted. . wes 
Simple, complete directions furnished. Absolutely rvst- to draw up a warrant. Exchange. 
proof. Joints and seams permanently tight. Practically 
indestructible. Locks securely. Ample room ior largest 
car and all equipment. Made by one of the largest makers of 
portable fireproof buildings. Prompt, safe delivery and -atis- 
faction guaranteed. Postal sent toduy brings new 66-page ilius- 
trated Garage Book dy return mail, 
THE EDWARDS MANUFACTURING CO. 
Eggleston Ave. Cincinnati, Ohio 


(90) 





AMATEUR WORK. 

“This poem was written by a 
prominent lawyer of this city. Has it 
lany value?” 

“About as much value,” said the 
editor, “as a legal opinion written by 
a poet.”— Washington Herald. 


BILLIARDS 


| AT HOME 


a ; _ Have your own Burrowes Bilhard and Pool Table. 
A few cents per day will buy it. No special billiard 


KNICKER.—What is a samovar? THE E. T. Ag Sit Bree Gin Porttend, Be. 
Bocxer.—A kettle that has taken 
singing lessons abroad.— Zhe Sun. 























BarRGAIN HUNTER. 


oF srains __ MANAGER (five-and-ten-cent store ).— 
What did that lady who just went out 


IGARS * 
| SHop-GiRL.—She inquired if we had 


“MADE AT KEY WESTS— 2 sic department. — Boston Transcript. 





FOR » MEN 














PUER SWANK! 





Bertie.—Awfully sorry, Nurse, but it was a pure accident. 

Nurse.—Indeed! And I suppose the window you broke yes- 
terday was a pure accident, too? 

Berti£E.—Yes, Nurse; but not quite so pure as this one.— 7he Sketch. 





Every lover of a good cocktai! should insist that Ab- 
” bott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. OC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





NEIGHBORS. 
First Excirep HovuseHoLper.—I really must protest. Your abomin- 
able fowls have been eating mv young spinach again. 
Seconp ExciTED HousEHOLDER.— Well, what of it? Your confounded 
bees suck all the honey from my hollyhocks, but I don’t make a song 
about it, do 1? —Punch. 


“J think I understand his reason,” | 








Parl@epersFriend 


etal Polish 





YOUR GUIDE 
TO REAL 














Just So! 

AGENT.—'Then we'll consider that 
settled. 

Acror.—But—er—what about the 
contract ? 

AcentT.—Oh, that’s all right. A 
verbal contract ’Ill do. 

Actor.— Laddie, listen: The last 
time I had a verbal contract I drew a 
verbal salary! — Zondon Opinion. 


Get That Name 
in your mind— memorize 
it—say it every time you 
buy whiskey and you will 
always get the best. 
Beanneim OisTiitine Co 
WuatT a pension-list those Balkan rmaunaanne cts 
Allies are going to have! — Co/umbia 
State. M Co 








ota cshiininiaatoe “ mH aes = “Yes, my memory is getting very bad. . 
anatomy. diseases Ly fa sary ap senses. By this time to-morrow I shall have 
Re eee es Pe ae Spepne nen forgotten everything. I have done 
mroawen profession -shewe “ine beck WIT SWORK | OTT, 

S1ATEMENTS and doctors endorsements issent FREE | ‘ H’m! Could you oblige me with the 
oF eens ete” sas — asthe, Beewee, loan of a fiver, old chap?” — Tit- Bits, 





Laugh and Grow Fat ! 


There’s No 
Magic About 


It’s a Plain Business 
Proposition When You 


Take PUCK and Laugh ! 








~<@e—_SUBSCRIBE FOR 


AV 


The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 








As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 


@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the be@. 

@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 

@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


- Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


if your newsdealer does n’t handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 


PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents f hich 
r ee package of cnanaiie. —a- nd 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


Ory, ee) FONG i004 00 viercen0e 46s: ccnnocneteneeests 
ie Address 


NEXT WEEK. 
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Warren & Wetmore 
Architects 








THE TERMINAL CITY 


THE GREATEST CIVIC DEVELOPMENT EVER UNDERTAKEN—INCIDENT TO THE 
NEW GRAND CENTRAL TERMINAL IN NEW YORK CITY, WHICH WILL BE 


OPENED FEBRUARY, 1913 


This vast undertaking comprehends the erec- 
tion of a great- Terminal City, complete in 
itself, a city within a city, occupying an area 
of thirty city, blocks, in New York City. 


It will embrace hotels and modern apartment 
houses, convention and exhibition halls, 
clubs and restaurants, and department stores 


and specialty shops. In short, practically 
every sort of structure and enterprise incident 
to the modern city. 


The features are all in addition to post office, 
express buildings and other natural adjuncts 
of the up-to-date terminal—to expeditiously 
handle diverse traffic. 


The Newly Completed Grand Central Terminal 


Will provide every detail essential to the com- 
fort and convenience of its patrons. The 
Terminal itself is the physical embodiment of 
the latest and the highest ideal of service. Its 
adequate description is impossible here. It 
must be seen to be fully appreciated —or indeed 
to be completely comprehended. 


The main Terminal Building alone 
is 722 feet long and 301 feet wide 
on the surface, and half again as 
wide below the street level. It 
will accommodate comfortably 
30,000 people at one time. 





Through and suburban traffic occupy different 
levels, approached by inclines, avoiding stair- 
ways, so that each level may be reached with- 
out confusion. Incoming and outgoing traffic 
is segregated and the two currents of travel 
separated. Every facility is progressively 
arranged so that no step need be 
retraced, no time need be lost. 
There are 33 miles of track within 
the Terminal, which will hold over 
100C cars at one time. 


Dedicated to the Public Service, 
February, 1913. 














Great Western 


EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The only American Cham- 

pagne ever awarded a 

Gold Medal at Foreign 

Expositions: 

Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 

Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1897 
Belgium 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 

Qe 


Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 


Oldest and Largest Champagne 
Producers in America 


Rheims New York 
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AN UNPLEASANT MISTAKE TO MAKE 
WITH CANNIBALS. 














‘* Here is a nice book, Mr. Chieftain 
It is Knigge’s Guide to Conversation, and 
will show you the best way to treat us 
Europeans.” 








PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. 
now issued 





HIS is the poem 
that you read in 


We have 


“WALK, 


Puck Proofs 77 Puck 


Congright 1910 by Kepler & Sohwaramann 


—— YOU, 
WALK !” 
as a Booklet, in large, 


readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 





Ten Cents per Copy. 











ASLEEP AT LAST. 





TIME, THREE A.M. 
Photogravure in Sepia, rx x 8 in. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
Catalogue 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


aeemetnes PUCK, New York 


Admi f this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 
exports by il bechedlion and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on réceipt of price. Address 


PUCK, =: 295-309 Lafayette Street, =: New York | | | as. for Fity-poge 





Reproductions in Miniature. 
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“How pip you like the actor who 


played the king?” 


“‘ Ever since I saw him I’ve been in 
favor of a republic.” —Fiiegende Blatter. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. ix 
BRANCH WARKHOUSE: 20 Beekman Street. § New YORE. 
All kinds of Paper made to order 





| Postpaid, 25e. 


“T HAVE made a great discovery,” 
said the scientist. “I am prepared to 
prove that angleworms think.” 

“You’re wasting time,” replied the 
ward boss. ‘What difference does it 
make what an angleworm thinks? He 
can’t vote.” — Washington Star. 





YOU NEED NO MATCHES. 
MATCHLESS WALL LIGHTER. 
? ._ Lights your gas-range, stove, ye cigar, 
=i» pipe—everything. Never Fails. No more 
\ matches to sweep up. No more 
=| Screw wmatcb-heads to break off and 
on Wall burn holes in your clothes or 










y ng and set fire to the house. 
Lasts forever. Beautifully finished. Agents 
Take Money Fast 
NEW YORK NOVELTY HOUSE, 
142 W. 884 &t., New Vork City. 
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type, with the original illustrations, at 


Adi ‘ of “<< Sh h 


’s Old Sheb 








PUCK 








Shanahan's Old 5 hebeen; 


“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


N response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 


2? 


copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksel 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New Y ork 


will appreciate the opportunity to secure | 
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Complete Visible Writing 
This is the great distinctive feature of the Model 10 


Premier 


Complete Visible Writing means not only that the writing itself 
is visible, but that the operating machinery which produces the 
writing is also visible. Above all, it means that the keyboard is 
completely visible. 

Why? Because it is the only typewriter having a key for every 
character—hence the character printed by each key is always the same. 

This distinctive feature has won for the Smith Premier Typewriter 
a vast army of loyal users. 


Smith Premier Department 


Remington Typewriter Company 
(Incorporated) 


New York and Everywhere 





AWAITING ORDERS. 
A native station-master on the East Indian Railway had been given strict 


orders not to do anything out of the ordinary without authority from the super- 
intendent. 


This accounts for his sending the following telegram: 
“Superintendent's Office, Calcutta: — Tiger on platform eating conductor. 


Please wire instructions.”— Eachange. 














** Merciful Heavens—all is lost! I 


have given him a cook-book!”’ 
—Fliegende Blatter. 


Goop EXERCISE. 

The progressive woman entered a 
beauty culturist’s establishment. 

“Don’t you think women should 
exercise the suffrage?” she demanded. 

“Certainly,” replied the lovely 
attendant. “In two months my 
method will increase it two inches.”— 
Sunday Magazine. 
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PUCK PROOFS 


Copy-ight 1912 by Keppler & Sehwarzmann. 


Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarsmann. 














THE OPTIC NERVE. 


By W. E. Hill. 





HAND PAINTED. 


Ry W. E. Hill. 
Proof in Colors, 14 x 12 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in, 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





Address PUCK, 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 











UPSTAIRS AND DOWNSTAIRS IN THE FASHIONABLE RESTAURANT. 


Even if you are n’t 


“poisoned” by a Union Cook, you do not seem to be any too safe. 


DOWNSTAIRS, "WAY DOWN-—THE KITCHEN. 














